PATHETIC WOMAN

In the callous-scorchy mid-day

Treading the muddy path in heaving despair

The veiled woman fretting in fear

In her mid-thirties in fraiiing glamour

Screaming kids clinging to her shoulders

Shivering jaws imbuing in the pale face

Emitting dark rays of sooty haze

She approached me like a limping snail

Narrating her tale of woe and wail

With the man she married in good faith

Who abuses and beats her in sniding loath

The generous affable look she wears

Fades into bewailing siren of tears

Steaming grief boiling like whirling bubbles

In the scourging clutches of disgusting man-animal

Male chauvinism zooming like the serpent crest

The hapless woman was deserted in the human-ocean

Craving for mercy and shelter in shrivelling horror
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